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his own fault he left you. I was pledged for you. You were
doubly pledged. You were my daughter—I've always seen
you so. And, my God, more than ever I see you so now.
I told them that, when they were blackguarding you. Am
I to go back and say	"
"You must."
"And afterwards—how am I ever to stand in with you
again?" He looked at her as if she were vanishing from
him. "It can't ever be the same. I used to enjoy whipping
them off	I thought I knew you better than any of them
and that though you were"—he picked the word—"high-
spirited, still ..." After a long pause he added: "You've
let me down."
"I'm sorry, Uncle Pieter."
"What's to be done now?" he said. "I'll have to face
them. There's nothing I can say." Then with a little
movement towards her that was not completed: "You'll
have to face them too."
"It makes no difference to me," she said, "what they
say or do or think. That's true. I'm sorry you should hate
me, that's all."
"Not hate you, child. God forbid."
"Despise me, then. Feel that I	"
He did not deny it, but walked across the room without
looking at her and let two of his fingers rest for a moment
on the keys of her clavichord.
"Well, there's no more to be said, Julie."
And he went out.
At the door of Allard's house, his collar round his
ears and his nose buried in a muffler, he made the bell
peal wildly, and, when the manservant opened the door,
shouldered past him without a word, A lighted window
had told him in which room they were sitting.
They had finished tea. Allard had a cigar alight and his
slippers on. Marietje and Goof were playing picquet.
Sophie had taken a fan out of a case on the wall and was
fanning herself—flutter, flutter—why couldn't she be still?

